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much speculative benevolence as any private gentleman in the kingdom, though he is seldom so sensual as to indulge himself in the exercise of it.
Sir Oliv. Yet he has a string of charitable sentiments, I suppose, at his fingers5 ends.
Row. Or, rather, at his tongue's end, Sir Oliver; for I believe there is no sentiment he has more faith in than that 'Charity begins at home.'
Sir Oliv. And his, I presume, is of that domestic sort; it never stirs abroad at all.
Row, I doubt you'll find it so; - but he's coming. I mustn't seem to interrupt you; and you know, immediately as you leave him, I come in to announce your arrival in your real character.
Sir Oliv. True; and afterwards you'll meet me at Sir Peter's.
Row. Without losing a moment.                              [Exit.
Sir Oliv, I don't like the complaisance of his features.
Enter JOSEPH SURFACE
Jos. Surf. Sir, I beg you ten thousand pardons for keeping you a moment waiting. - Mr Stanley, I presume.
Sir Oliv. At your service.
Jos. Surf. Sir, I beg you will do me the honour to sit down - I entreat you, sir.
Sir Oliv. Dear sir - there's no occasion. - Too civil by half.                                                                        [Aside.
Jos. Surf. I have not the pleasure of knowing you, Mr Stanley; but I am extremely happy to see you look so well. You were nearly related to my mother, I think, Mr Stanley?
Sir Oliv. I was sir; - so nearly that my present poverty, I fear, may do discredit to her wealthy children, else I should not have presumed to trouble you.
Jos. Surf. Dear sir, there needs no apology: - He that is in distress, though a stranger, has a right to claim kindred with the wealthy. I am sure I wish I was one